The Hiftory of 

O, the Divcll take fuch cozeners, God forgive me 
Good Unkle tell your tale, I have done. 

w'or.Nayjf you h )ve not, to it againc. 

We will Itay your leifiirc. 

Hot. I have done yfaith. 
w'w.Thcn once more to your Scottilh Prifoncrs. 
Deliver them up without their ranfotne ftraight. 
And make the Dowglas fonne your oncly meane 
For powers in Scotland, which for divers reasons 
Which I (hall fend you written, be aflur’d. 

Will cafily be granted you : my Lord. 

Your fonne in Scotland being thus imployed 
Shall fecretly info thebofome creep 
Of that fame noble Prelate, well-bclov’d, 

The Archbifhop. 

Hot. OiTorke, is it not ? 

Wor. True, who beareshard 
His brothers death at 'Briftow , the Lord S crepe; 

I ipcak not this in eftimation, 

As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted and fet down. 

And onely fl ayes but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that fiiall bring it on. 

Hot. I ftnell it : upon my life it will do Well. 
JVor.Bcfore the game’s afoot, thou fiill let’ft (lip. 
Hot. Why, it cannot chufc but be a noble plot. 
And then the power of Scotland, and of Yorks, 

To joync with CdCortmterfta. 

Wor. And fo they (hall. 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymdc. 

Wor. And ’tis no little reafon bids us fpeed, 

To fave our heads , by railing of a head : 

For, bear our felves as even as we can. 

The King w ill a’ wayes think him in our debt, 

And think we think our felves unfatisfied. 

Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And fee alread v, how it doth begin 
To make’ us Grangers to his looks of love- 


Henry the Fourth. 

Hot. He does : he does ; wcelc be reveng’d on him- 

yyor. Coufin, tare, well. No further go in this, 

Then I by letters fhall dirced your courfe 
When time is ripe, which will be luddenly : 
lie Real to giendower, and to Mortimer , 

Where you and T> owftas , and our powers at one*. 

As I will fa fhion it, (hall happily meet, 

To, bear our fortunes in our own ftrong cames, 

Which now we hold at mttchuncertai ,ty . 

Non Farewell, good brother, we (hall thrive I truft. 

Hot. Unkle, adue : .Q let the houres be Ihorr, 

Till fields, and blows.and groves,applaud our fport. Exeunt* 
Sttter a Carrier with a lantern in hit hand. 

\ Heigh ho, an it be not four by the day, He be hang’d, 

{harlet-waine i«rovetthc new chimney, and yet our horlc not 
■packt. What Ojhler ? 

Oft. Anon, anon. 

i Car I pre thee Tew, beat Cuts fiddle, put a few Hocks in 
the point.poorc jade is wrung in the withers out of all cede. 

Enter another Carrier. 

» Car. Peafe and beans are as danke here as a dog. a nd that 
it the next way to give pooce i adesthe Bots. this houfc is tur- 
ned uplide down fincc Robin Oftler died. 

1 £ar. Poore fellow never joyed fincc the price of Oates 
rofe,it was thcdcath ofhim. 

2 £ar. \ think this to be the mod villanous houfe in all 
London road for fleas, I am dung like a tench. 

1 Car. Like a Tench? by the Maffcth^e isnc’rc a King 
chriften could be better bit ,then i have bin fincc the fird cock . 

2 Car .Why, you will allow us ne’rea jordain/ind then w-e 
leake in your chiinney .ahdyour chamber-lic breeds fleas like 
a Loach. 

i / dr. What 0 f?/<rr,come away, and behangd come away, 
i a Car, } havea gammon ofBacon , and tworafes of ginger, 
to be delivered as farre as CharUg-crojfc. 

i CVrr. Gods body theTurkiesinmy panicr areejuiteftar-. 
ved ; what -O filer ? a plague on thee, had thou never an eye in 
"my head? canft not hear ? and’twerenotas good a deed as 

G a drink. 
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